4_$ The Tragedy o/'Othello 

For t<4o much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee foreuer. 

lag. I fee this hath a little daflu your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot,uot a lot. 
lag, Ifaithlfeareithas. 

1 hope you will confider what is fpoke. 

Comes from my louc : But I doe fee you are moou’d, 

1 am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpecch, 

T o groler iffuesjiior to larger reach, 

Thcntofufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My Ipeech fhould fall into fuch vile fucceffe. 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafiio's my trufty friend : 

My Lord,I fee you are moou’d. 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but Defdemona’s honeft. 

lag. Long liue (he fo, and longliue you to thinke fo. 
Oih. And yet how nature erring from it felfe. 
lag. 1 , there’s the point : as to be bold with you. 

Not to affedi many propofed matches. 

Of her ownc Clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto wc fee in all things, nature tends ; 

Fie we may fmcll in fucha will,moft ranke 
Foule dilproportion *. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Deftindtly fpcake of her,tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better judgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth. Faiewell,ifmore 

Thou doett perceiue,!et me know more, fet on 
Thy wife to obferue ; leaue me I ago. 
lag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This honeft creature doubtleffc 
Secs and knowes more, much more then he vnfoulds. 

My Lord,l would Imight intreate ycur honour. 


JL 


The Moore ofVc nice. 

- fean this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tho it be fit, that Cafshhzuc his place, 
c rfure he fills it vp with great ability : 

I if you plcafe to hold him off awhile, 

Veu (hall by that perceiuehim and his meanes; 
iote ifydur hady ftraine her entertainement, 
With anv flrong or vehement importunity, 

Much will be fccne in that, in the meane time, 

Let roc be thought too bufie in my feares, 

&s worthy caufe 1 hauc.to feare I am ; 

\ n 6 hold her free,! doc befcech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernement, 

hi. I once mere take my leaue. Exit 

Oth. This fello we’s of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualicies,witb a learned fpirit 
Of humaine dealing : if I doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her leffes were my deare heart firings, 
1 'de whittle her off, and let her downe the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke, 
Andhaue not thelefoft parts of conuerfation. 
That Chamlerer?hauc,or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yearcs; yet that’s not much, 

Shce’s gone,I am abus’d,and my releife 
Mutt be to lothc her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites •• I had rather be a T oadc, 
Andliue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Theftkccpe a corner in a thing I louc, 

For ethers vfes : yet tisrhe plague of great ones, 
Prcrogatiu’d are they leflfethen the bale, 
Tisde*fteny,vnfaunnah!e,like death •. 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs. 

When we doe quicken :Defde tnona comes, 

Iffhe be f.lfe,0 thenheauen mocks it felfe , 

I’le not beleeue it. 

Ewter Dcfdemona <WErailiia. 

Defd. How now my deare Othello ? 
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